HELLo everyone! This i, 
‘a = - ~~ This is Lady Penelope! 


is i Parker has 
fall of more lette Ne a silver salve 


+ piled high with ocd int? the morn- 


Cnusts make your hair curl. Well, I 
never eat them and I’ve got such curly 
hair that it looks like it has been knitted 
and then unpicked! Carrots help you to 

j see in the dark. Well, I'm so short- 
sighted it takes me all my time to find a 
carrot. Cabbage water clears the skin. 
Every time I go near cabbage water I 
come out in spots. These are old wives’ 
tales and I think if we want to be really 
healthy, then chocolate eclairs, ice 
cream, tinned pineapple and nutty 
toffee should be allowed to flow freely 
throughout the country! 


Janet Windsor, 
Huddersfield. 


NAME'S THE SAME 


My name is Eilleen Ward, and I 
thought perhaps we might be related. I 
know your name is Creighton-Ward, 
but I just wondered. 

Eilleen Ward, 
Coventry. 

Possibly we are related from a time 
when the Creightons hadn't yet met the 
Wards. However, on the little information 
you have given me, I can’t really say. 


I am writing be- 
cause I must tell you 
that I am going to 
America in July for 
six months. I'm so 
excited. My father is 
working in New 
York for a year and 
my mum and [ 
hayen’t seen him for 
six months. 

We will be on the 
ship for a week. 
When we get to New 
York I am going to 
ask my Mum and 
Dad if they will take 
me to Hollywood so 
that I can go and 
give David 
McCallum a big hug 
from everyone in 
England. 


Lorraine Harrison, 
London. 


OFF TO 


DOWN WITH BOYS 


I go to a boys’ and girls’ school in 
Birmingham. Before we came to live 


here I used to go to a girls’ school and 
it was much better. Boys are always 
messing about, they are rough and dirty 
and are always bullying people and 
they don’t do their lessons. They are 
copycats. I don’t think boys should be 
allowed in school until they have learnt 
to behave themselves. 


Shirley Jones, 
Birmingham. 


Hmmm. ['m sure everybody doesn’t 
agree! Let's have some more views from 
readers, 


G-G-GHOSTS! 


opty as 

I think we've got a ghost. The other 
night I was asleep when all of a sudden 
I was woken up by these footsteps 
downstairs. At first I thought it was a 
burglar but the footsteps went on and 
on. I crept out of bed and went down- 
stairs and guess what I found? My 
shoes that I had left in the kitchen were 
under a chair in the sitting-room, and 
they’ were warm as if someone had just 
been wearing them. 


Pat Pearson, 
Leeds. 


Might be that you were so sleepy you 
forgot where you put them—but then it 
is strange that they were still warm, Pat! 


HAIR RAISING! 


I used to have very long plaits. At 
last, after months of deciding, my mum 
said I could have them cut off. I saved 
them in a tin, and one day last week, I 
decided I wanted plaits again, so I 
clipped them on to my head with hair- 
grips. Then I went out on my bicycle. I 
was just riding down the road when [ 
heard someone shouting out after me. 
T turned round, and there was a lady 
Save my plait in the air! Ever felt a 
fool? 


Doreen Davies, * 


Swansea. 


Still, at least you can laugh about it, 
Doreen! Have any other readers got 
amusing “awkward moments” to write 
about? 


He sat there and picked out the 
currants, 
And then he licked off the jam, 
Now look what he’s done, 
He’s ruined my bun — 
My finnicky doggie called Sam! 
Julie Wilson, 


Dover. / 


rs behind him! 
T really am delighted at recei 
more interesting, a 


Thave picked 


WHERE TO WRITE: 
LADY PENELOPE, 
167 FLEET STREET, 
LONDON, E.C.4 
(Comp). 

Please enclose a 
ready stamped, 
self-addressed 
envelope if you'd 
like a postal 

reply from Lady 
Penelope 


7” ‘and dragging a sack 


LADY PENELOPE February 5, 1966 


V A 
ivanell 


LADY PENELOPE February 5, 1966 


WE WISH TO THANK THE UNITED NETWORK COMMAND FOR LAW AND ENFORCEMENT 
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THE MACHINE GUN FIRE 
CISTURBS NAPOLEON, 
WHO _HAS JUST REMOVED 
A BOMB FROM UNDE 
THE TAXI... 


Napoleon, Illya and 
danuary arrive at Palma 
Airport, Majorca, to 
investigate the myster- t . DOWN... 
ious death of a Spanish [i 3. A 3 THEY'VE GOT 
U.N.C.L.E. agent. They — SNe By == US COLD. 
run into a trap set by 7 7 
Thrush... 


WHEN'S 
THAT BOMB DUE 
TO EXPLODE, 


NAPOLEON #7 JUST ABOUT 


NOW... WHICH 1S } 
VERY _ HANDY 
For us! 


ebilipBtoor 
SOME DREIVER—> zi 
HE’S KEEPING IT VG ; Th g 726. eRe 
GOING ON THREE ) SR ° ia 
WHEELS. x ae ; 
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WITHOUT WHOSE ASSISTANCE THIS FEATURE WOULD NOT BE POSSIBLE 


ND IN THE PROCESS AND SO... Li a 
Te RUINED ONE OF MY, AT AMILLA A FEW 
FAVOURITE SUITS! MILES AWAY... 
- = 2 


F GET RID_OF 
THE CARE BEFORE 
SOMEONE SEES IT, 


A LONG Way TO J 
WALK. 


——— es 


i 


THANKS... AND 


Or’ Now THIS . < YANUARY! 
WOULD REALLY 
MAKE 


NAPOLEON TAKE 
NOTICE... 


gi YT 


CHANGE HEE MIND... 
WHERE'S ILLYAP 


| NAPOLEON AND JANUARY 
ARE INTERRUPTED... 
x | 
ee 
— 


YOU DISAPPOINT 5 
2, JANUARY, ASKING, 
BOUT ILLYA... HES 


GOOD EVENING, , 
Mk. SOLO —— IT AM a 
NATASHA TERESHOVA 


NEXT WEEK: “Sorry to burst in, January —but THRUSH have got Illya!” 


- HAT on earth can I do now?” The 
question roared in Sandy’s brain as 
she stood, rooted to the spot, behind 
the stone-built farm cottage. 

The cottage had meant freedom . . . a chance to 
get back to the ordinary life she had left only 
twenty-four hours before. But now the way was 
barred . . . by the man known as Numeral 1... 
the ruthless killer who was chasing her. Though she 
had never seen his face, though he had kept it 
covered by a skin-tight hood throughout their 
journey to this far-off, foreign country, Sandy 
pictured him as vicious . . . rat-faced . . . someone 
who would snuff her life as easily as he might enuff 
a candle. 

“No,” she had heard the farmer say. “I’ve seen 
no girl around here, monsieur.” 

From her hiding place, Sandy listened as Numeral 
1 spoke again. She understood just enough French 
te know what he was saying . . . to understand the 


horrifying network of lies, and just what desperate - 


danger they put her in! 

“You understand, monsieur .. . it is my daughter. 
She has been . . .” he paused . . . “not well. A 
nervous breakdown, you follow. She doesn’t know 
what she’s doing.” 

The farmer again. “And she has given you the 
slip? Then she must be found . . . and I, Jacques 
Dassault, will see you have all the help you want!” 

Sandy imagined the smile that would he playing 
around Numeral 1’s lips. A smile that would mean 
gratitude to the farmer, but which in reality would 
be one of cunning triumph. 

“I give you my thanks,” she heard him say. “I 
‘was going to ask you. Perhaps if you could spare 
some men to help me track her down. She could do 
herself untold injury in these snowy mountains, 
you understand .. .” 


Thrills . . . suspense... intrigue . . . part three of the 


HER breath rasping in her throat, Sandy broke 

through the far fringe of the snowy forest and 
sank exhausted into the shelter of a low stone wall. 
There was no sound of pursuit . . . yet. 

Her hands found the small washleather bag, still 
hanging at her belt, and for the first time, she 
opened it. The dazzling diamond that fell into her 
palm caught the glints of sunlight from the snowy 
mountain slopes, and threw them about in a million 
points of sparkling fire. 

“It... it must be worth fortunes!” she gasped 
aloud. “More money than a person could dream 
of!” 

“Enough to buy the world, perhaps?” said the 
voice behind her, and she leaped to her feet with a 
ery of alarm, her tiredness forgotten. 

A young, sunburned face looked quizically at her 
over the wall, a lean chin resting on a pair of strong 
forearms. Dark eyebrows lifted slightly at the 
eolour-draining alarm in her face. 

Then he had vaulted the wall, and Sandy lashed 
out at him with all the strength and fury she could 
summon! 

“Let me-go! You murderer!” Her fist slammed 
against bone, but now her wrist was caught and 


Lady Penelope speaking! In the vaults beneath my mansion are 
stored dossiers of all the cases in which | have been involved. 
This week we continue with File 7624—Sandy Barton's story. 


Sandy, unwilling witness to the theft of a fantastic diamond and 


a murder by two sinister, uniformed men, is kidnapped by them. 
The men's escape plane crashes in the Pyrenees mountains. 
Sandy manages to get clear with the diamond and reaches a lonely 


farmhouse ... 


Sandy shuddered. So she was to be hunted like 
an animal . . . caught perhaps by someone who 
couldn’t understand her halting, limited French, 
someone who, no matter what she said, would put 
it down to the raving of a'sick, distracted girl . . . 

Painfully slowly, careful to make not the slightest 
sound, Sandy crept backwards away from the 
cottage, towards the sloping field where she had 
spent the night under a haystack. Already she could 
hear the bustle as the farmer gathered his hands, 
and now, as the rising ground cut the last fragment 
of the farmhouse from her sight, she turned and 
fled headlong across towards the sheltering forest! 
The hunt was on. . , the quarry in full retreat! 


IN the farmyard, the man called Numeral 1 watched. 

as the farmer gave gesturing, rapid instructions 
to the handful of farmhands gathered about him. 
Qne by one the dark, swarthy men ran off in 
different directions. 

Numeral 1 slid his eyes round to the higher 
slopes of the mountainside behind him. Somewhere 
up there, his injured companion Nicholas had 
probably been found and taken to hospital. 
Questions would almost certainly be asked about 
his curious uniform . . . 

“Don’t worry, Nicholas.” Numeral 1 whispered 
the words, almost silently. “I'll soon have that 
diamond back, and the girl will be silenced forever. 
Then I'll get you free, and we'll carry on just as 
hefore. The Organisation expects us to deliver that 
stone to the masters, and that’s just what we're 
going to do.” 

The man felt in his pocket for the material of the 
black hood he had worn, the hood with its sinister 
figure “1” painted on the forehead in startling 
white. He grinned, and then strode out of the yard 
to join the hunt for Sandy Barton. 


but one of her captors arrives there before her! 


held, and helpless, she closed her eyes and reeled 
sideways. 

“Student, yes,” said the voice. “Holiday farmer, 
yes. But murderer, never.” The panic ebbed away, 
and Sandy realised that the boy’s build, his clothes, 
his accent, were nothing like those of Numeral 1. 
And the curious, interested look in his eyes .. . 
surely he couldn’t be one of the men her pursuer 
had deceived into tracking her? Had he been, he 
would have jumped her without a word, asking no 
questions . . « 

“Tell me. Who are you? What brings you here? 
And what ...” he pointed to the washleather bag 
... “are you doing with that? Surely it’s not real?” 

Something in his smile told Sandy she could 
trust him. And more than anything in the world at 
that moment, she needed a friend. 

“My name is Gerard. Gerard Ledru. Come on— 
tell me what this is all about.” 


GANDY drew a deep breath and began at the 
beginning. With every sentence of her fantastic 
story, Gerard’s eyes grew wider and wider, and 
when she had finished, he just stood there, shaking 
his head. 

“Tr’s so fantastic, it just has to be true,” he 
grinned. “This man—this Numeral 1—he sounds 
like a member of some world-wide criminal organisa- 
tion. Maybe an agent of an enemy power. Or even 
. . + parbleu! He is sinister enough to have come 
from outer space!” 

“It’s no joking matter, Gerard,” said Sandy, and 
at once, the young man’s face looked apologetic. 

“Come,” he said. “At least I can direct you to 
the main road. It leads a mile, no more, into the 
town of Javranne. There, you must ask for 
Monsieur Mortier, Chef dé Police.” 

“Thank you. Theak you so much,” said’Sandy. 


“It’s as though an awful nightmare’s coming to an 
end...” she sighed with relief. 

She followed Gerard down the edge of the wall, 
towards another belt of tall pine trees. Funny, but 
they didn’t lock black and oppressive any more...but 
friendly and peaceful, with their snow-laden branches. 

“What ... what if we.run into any of these men 
who are hunting for me?” Sandy asked, on sudden 
impulse. Gerard made a nonchalant gesture. “Rely 
on me. I shall soon tell them the truth. . . and 
then your friend Numeral 1 will find he’d better 
look out!” 


N OW they were skirting the trees, and climbing a 
rising slope across the very face of the mountain. 
There were tall, tangled bushes here, and stray 
twigs kept plucking at Sandy, showering her with 
snow whenever she tore free. Then, suddenly, 
Gerard stopped abruptly . . . so abruptly that 
Sandy walked straight into the back of him. F 

“Sssh . . . there is someone ahead,” he whispered 
.. + “and I do not recognise him.” 

Sandy crept up beside Gerard, and peered over 
the bushes. There, where the scrub ended, and the 
snowy fields began again, staod a man, his back to 
them. He was shading his eyes with one hand, and 
Seanning the countryside around, and even though 
he was a mere black silhouette against the white,- 
Sandy knew with a sickening lurch of horror that 
it was Numeral 1! Fate had drawn him right into 
her path! . 

“It’s him,” she whispered, trying to gulp down 
her fear. “What am I going to do?” 

Gerard looked grave. “He is cutting off our route 
to the road,” he said. “We'll have to go over to 
our left, and scramble down the mountainside. It’s 
going to he tricky.” 

He looked at Sandy doubtfully, and pointed to 
where the ground slid sharply downwards, parts of 
it almost cliff-sheer. 

“Can you make it, Sandy?” Gerard’s voice was 
edged with uncertainty. 

“Of course I can,” she whispered fiercely. “I’ve 
got to make it!” 

Without another word, Gerard grabbed Sandy by 
the hand and led her down and out of sight of 
Numeral 1. Together they slid over the edge of the 
path and began a slippery, tortuous descent of the 
white-covered slope. 


THEY were quiet. They had to be. But then, 

without even a second’s warning, tragedy 
struck! One moment, Gerard was picking his way 
confidently ahead of her, his right hand stretched 
back to link with her left. Then she had a fleeting 
impression of his face, paralysed with shock, 
turning towards her, and his grip tightening like a 
vice on hers, and she saw the ground crumble like 
icing under his feet! 

The thump as her body was dragged off balance 
to slam down against the snow nearly broke the 
link . , . but miraculously, it held! And by an equal 
miracle, her free arm shot into a patch of tough, 
mountain heather, growing on the very edge of the 
hidden crevasse into which Gerard had fallen! 

He dangled there, helpless, his uptarned face 
pleading silently, his only lifeline the tangled patch 
of heather, the girl prostrate on the chasm’s lip, the 
grip of two hands which were already slipping . . . 
slipping . . . slipping apart! 

Sandy searched his eyes desperately. A ory for 
help would be his only chance .. . if she was silent, 
then maybe in half a minute, maybe even less, 
their hands would part, and he would fall to a 
terrible death. Yerif she called for help... 

Sandy turned-her head and looked behind her, to 
the crest of she slope, the crest beyond which a 
man wouldbe standing, a man whose only desire 
was so fd her and ‘kill her! She bit her lip . . . 
hard. 4nd groaned aloud . . . 

TO BE CONTINUED 
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dramatic serial story 
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ORNFLAKES at seven o'clock in the 
morning. Lights are going on in the flats 
and houses all over Stockholm, and Karen 
Bergland, like thousands of other Swedish 
children, is getting ready for school. She puts 
on a sweater and her t' susers—there is no 
school uniform. In summer she can wear 
shorts to school. 

Karen cycles to her school which is about a 
mile away from her home, and arrives there 
at ten past eight. Lessons start straight away. 

Karen, who has been going to school for 
four years, says in Sweden children don't 
start school until they are seven. Karen's 
favourite lessons are weaving and pottery. 
“Next year-1 hope to start woodcarving.” 

At twelve o'clock, school breaks up for 
lunch, probably yellow pea soup and crisp- 
bread, then fiske bulle—fish cake—followed 
by Fat Tuesday, a sweet bun made of marzipan 
and spices and soaked in fresh cream. 

School starts again at one o'clock. Teachers 
are strict but the rules are not. The worst 
disgrace is to be sent home from school with 
a note to your parents from the teacher saying 
that you have been naughty. 

Karen works hard for she must pass her 


At a junior school 
Bin Stockholm 
some of the older 
girls enjoy a game 
of netball in the 
warm Spring 
sunshine. 


SCHOOLDAYS... 


SWEDISH 
STYLE 


exams before going to drama school. She 
hopes to become an actress. 

At 3-30 school ends for the day. It is dark 
when Karen leaves home and it is dark when 
she returns. The daytime is very short in the 
winter. 

As soon as she arrives home she gets out 
the cornflakes. “We eat a lot of cornflakes, 
in fact we are always eating little snacks," says 
Karen cheerfully. 

In the evening there is a lot of homework 
to be done. Usually it takes about two hours 
to complete. Then she runs off to the sweet 
shop to meet her friends and stock up with 
chocolates and comics. 

Later in the evening Karen will feed her two 
terrapins and take her dog, Max, for a walk. 
Karen doesn't watch television. "It isn't very 
good. It's all old serials and _ sports 
programmes.” 

Sweden is a very modern country, and 
Stockholm, the capital, has long clear roads 
and beautiful houses. The Berglands live in 
a new block of flats where they have a view 
tight across the city. ‘People seem to think 
we all live in little wooden bungalows,” says 
Karen with a smile, “but it just isn’t true.” 


Pretty as a picture... a little 
Swedish girl in her beautiful 
national costume, hugs a bunch of 
wild flowers to her embroidered 
pinafore. 
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FROM ROCKIN’ CHAIRS TO MILL. 


*“TIME TA GET THE DOORS OPEN, 
ELLY MAY! T'LL BET FOLKS IS JEST 


PAWIN' THE GROUND TO GET IN | 


AMONGST THESE VITTULS { me 
tS =cZer 


JED AND JETHRO RETURN 


Pree OPEN] 


Ve - 
| MSS 


EAS/ITs 


—\ ee "by 


onl 


a! r 
uw el SS in 


CUSTOMERS } 


RECKON THEY NEED 
A LITTLE PERSUASION, JETHRO. 
YOU AND ME BETTER TRY'N 
ROUND UP A FEW 


IONAIRES ... THAT’S THE CLAMPETTS! 


a 


i —_z 
"YEP! IT'S ABOUT TIME 
HAD A PLACE WHERE THEY 
KIN BUY PROPER VITTULS. 
[—~ _ = 


WY PLACE ... A DISGRACE TO 
THE NEIGHBOURHOOD J 


y 


THAT'S FUNNY, GRANNY 
AIN'T. NO-ONE EVEN LOOKED 
INTO OUR STORE YET L —— 
IT'S FULL OF TERRIBLE 
THINGS LIKE P-POSSUM 


HEH! I'LL PUT Ak 
Py) LIVERS AND.» AND HOG FATLY fii 


THIS BARREL OF 
SOWS? EARS INTHE 
WINDOW ! THAT'LL 
BRING 'Em fF 


JUST AS ELLY AND GRANNY |, 
RUNNIN’! t 


ARE GIVING UP HOPE .. ._ 


‘I CAN'T FIGURE IT OUT, UNCLE JED! 
THEM CITY FOLKS OUGHTA BE FIGHTIN' 


= (li 
Ta 


OUTSIDE THE STORE, JED 
RETURNS EMPTY-HANDED 


Va 
THEM CITY FOLKS 'S\“6uT OF MY 
'\C SHOWIN’ SENSE." way! LET ME 
sta, AT LAST! ~~ None 
ie 


'SIDES, WE'S ONLY DOIN? 
’EM A FAVOUR! THINK HOW 
HAPPY THEM FOLKS ARE GONNA 
BE WHEN THEY GET THEIR 
JAWS INTO A MESS 0! 
CORNPONE J 


© DANG IT, YOU'RE RIGHT, 
JETHRO! BUT I RECKON WE'D 
BETTER NOT SAY ANYTHING TO 
‘GRANNY AND ELLY MAY 
’ ABOUT THIS ! 
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|THEN JED SEES THE REASON FOR 
\{ THE SUDDEN RUSH OF BUSINESS «. « 


THAT'S (T, FOLKS... 
KEEP STRAIGHT ON FER 


DON'T SHOOT. .# P GRANNY'S VITTUL STORE! 


AND AS THE LAST CUSTOMER FLEES age 


FROM THE STORE... ee, 


AIN'T THE ONLY ONES WITH BRAINS / 
ME AN’ ELLY SOLD OUT ON OUR FIRST 
DAY. .-ANO YOU NEVER LIFTED A 
FINGER TA HELP US Sf _ 
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THE CONTINUING STORY OF LADY PENELOPE WHO APPEARS IN GERRY ANDERSON'S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 


a 
house, Lady" lope becomes suspicious _ tite. a remeteee 
whe ‘she sees a young man pas: Corie ees 5 
microfilm toa modefgirl. The girl le ‘le PARKER, © APPEARS 

a fashion show in the new desert THAT'S HIM- THE \_—~\ 72 AVE CONKED 
Oasis. and her ladyship decides. ’ ‘ MAN 1 SAW AT J OUT, MILABY. 
investigate ... WICKFENS. 


COINCIDENCE 
THAT HE HAPPENS 
TO BE IN AFRICA. 


~~ Se 
WITH PARKER A 
THE MOTORWAY 


CRUISES SOUTH ALONG j 


THE WHE 
ZO AND OASIS. 


EEL, oO 
WHICH CONNECTS CAI 


FAB ONE IS TEN 
MILES AWAY WHEN 


AS THEY Me 
THE MAN! 
BeUGHeS NcaIeT *( yoUe RINDNESS 
LADY PENEL! WINGUARD |} 
. : MA‘AM... PERHAPS, 4 WICHARE 
/E YOU CAN JUST DROP ME OFF HAVEN'T 7 SOMETHING 
AT THE NEXT SERVICE CENTRE... /'SEEN YOL Y ; 4 ; 5 fon, 
, SOMEWHERE é ‘ -o E IME PeIeND 
BEFORE > , | : \ | t 


GET IN... BEFORE THE 
Al CONEYTIONING IS 
AFFECTED BY THE HEAT, 
'T'S POSSIBLE... 7 ] MADE SURE 
NAME'S WINGL/ARD... % —_—— E ih THE BOX IS 
'M A DRESS DESIGNER... : = . lj HIDDEN FROM \ 
ON MY WAY TO OASIS f 4 ) ‘ LADY PENELOPE'S 
TO SEE THE WICKFEN ' 
COLLECTION. 


20 YOU THINK 
WINGUARD IS 


EVERYTHING” 

SEEMS TO i 

FITTING INTO PLACE, MEAN (Ett 

PARKER... | THINK Cone Cy fF 

WINGUARD /S USING ec a i 

THE Gil TO SMUGGLE J\ GETS — IT'S QUITE 
THAT MICROFILM 5 CLEVER REALLY... 

_— e NO-ONE WOLD 
SUSPECT A 


OASIS... THE MOST MODERN CITY IN 
THE WORLD-ERECTED IN THE CENTRE [7 ——ff 
=| OF THE WILDERNESS —AN INTERNATIONAL 


MEETING POINT FREE OF RESTRICTIONS 
AND BARRIERS ! . H ‘ 
= = = = — MAGNIFICENT. 
S DRIVE ON, 
PARKER. 


STOP THE 
CAR, PARKER 
AND REMAIN 
ABSOLUTELY 
STILL... OR 
{ SHALL DIE / 


I MANAGED to bribe the doorman. He was no fool— 

it took John Lennon’s autograph and three ginger 
biscuits. I was shown to the Kinks’ dressing room. 
There was no-one there. Just as I thought. Old 
coffee cups, half-eaten sandwiches, cigarette ends, 
debris of every kind littered the room. 

Suddenly noises came from the corridor as the 
Kinks were chased off the stage by their worshippers. 
Cries of “Hail, O Kink,” and “Which way’d they go?” 
echoed outside. Quickly I hid behind a large amplifier- 
case. Four tousled, lean and occasionally spotty young 
men entered the room and locked out the fans. 

There was silence for several seconds. 

“Okay, Lady Penelope,” said a Kink whose voice I 
identified as Peter Quaife, the curly head. “We know 
you're over there. If you’ve got any sense you’ll come 
out and interrogate us.” 


STRANGE POWER 

Better humour them. A very influential group who 
have a strange power over hundreds of girls. 

“T believe you played at my cousin’s debutante 
party ?” I asked, trying to break the ice. “You may 
remember her name, Clara Creighton St. John 
French.” 

“Oh, yeah,” said Ray Davies, crinkly of smile and 
gappy of tooth, “that was a really good nosh up. 
We've played at a lot of debby dos. We always used 
to get a good feed and the haristocracy were always very 
generous. Oh, yes—the good old days.” 

Food seems to play an important part in Kink lives. 
Mick Avory, the group’s drummer, broke off from 
eating a rather elderly cheese roll and said, “This is 
the first thing I’ve had to eat today and it’s really 
delicious. You may not think so to look at it, but in this 
Business you really learn to appreciate any food. On 


LADY PENELOPE 
INVESTIGATES 


” 


tour you don’t often get the chance for proper meals. 

The Kinks travel a lot. “We’ve been around the 
world twice,” chirped Dave, Ray’s younger brother. 
“T'd love to write a sort of travel book . . .” His eyes 
became glazed and he was lost in thought. 

“Just ignore him, Your Worship,” said Ray Davies. 
“He’s just the same when he listens to Bach—all 
mushy. Now—let’s talk about me . . .” He snuggled 
down uncomfortably in a chair brimming with t-shirts, 
jeans, electric shavers and pop bottles. 

“Tm a very mean person. I never pay bills until the 
last minute and I always pretend I’m an out of work 
artist so that I get things cheaply.” He plucked 
nervously at the fat wallet inside his jacket. 


‘ SUCCESSFUL 


“We're successful and we'll go on enjoying it as long 
as it lasts!” Ray added, 

Dave Davies had awakened from his reverie. “One 
day I’m going to write such a beautiful piece of music 
that I’ll be famous all over the world, and this rotten 
little dressing room will have a plaque outside the door 
saying ‘Dave Davies Slept Here.” As he went to sleep, 
he murmured “. . . and you, Lady Penelope, will be 
able to boast that you met me...” 


1M NOT 
MOVING TILL 
HE STOPS 
SINGING. 
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' New Brooke Bond Picture Cards 


TRANSPORT THROUGH THE AGES 


Swaying through the tropical jungles in an elephant Howdah . .. floating in a balloon high 
over Versailles ... these are just two of the subjects described in the latest series of Brooke 
Bond picture cards, which tells the whole fascinating story of transport through the ages. 
Get your album now! It is full of extra information and holds all 50 cards. From your grocer 
for only 6d. (or write to Brooke Bond Tea Limited, Dept. PC, Goulston Street, London E.1. 
Enclose 6d. postal order). Cards and album available in U.K. only. 


Picture card free 
in every packet of 


b. 
+? 


— ERE is a special offer for 
new readers of LADY 
PENELOPE, who missed the 
free gifts in the first two 
issues. These were a Lady 
Penelope Signet Ring, and a 
Lady Penelope Hairband with 
secret X-ray device. 

You can obtain both these 
gifts simply by filling in the 
coupon here and posting it, 
with a postal order for 1 
shilling to cover postage and 
packing, to: LADY PENE- 
LOPE, Ring Offer, 167 Fleet 
Street, London, E.C.4. 
(Comp.). 

DO NOT ENCLOSE ANY 
OTHER CORRESPOND- 
ENCE, QUERIES OR PHOTO- 
GRAPHS other than your 
postal order and your applic- 
ation coupon. 


££ L, \i t. 
! " 


AH fe 
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: LADY PENELOPE Ring Offer : 

I I 

LADY PENELOPE SIGNET RING LADY PENELOPE HAIRBAND I i] 
This lovely signet ring, elegant and Sensational and secret... you wear it I i 
tastefully plain, has a reverse “P" for just like an ordinary hairbandto keep your I I 
Penelope which you can use for stamping hair neat and pretty, but... hold your | i] 
your letters to her. Remember, if you want hand up to the light and look atitthrough J I 
to try and win some extra pocket money by _ the viewer concealed in the “P" on your I Please send me a Lady Penelope Signet Ring I 
having your letters printed on the letters’ hairband, and automatically the device | and Hairband. | enclose a postal order for 4 I 
page in LADY PENELOPE, you must will give you an x-ray view of your hand! I Shilling. POST TO: Lady Penelope Ring Offer, { 
stamp your letter with the signet ring. It's terrific! Fill in the coupon now! I 167 Fleet Street, London, E.C.4. (Comp.). I 
Mi i cs er ee i 


LADY PENELOPE February 5, 1966 


DESTINATION — THE STARS! FOUR PIONEERS SET OUT TO EXPLORE THE UNKNOWN! 


[IN THE RECREATION ROOM THE OTHER SUBDENLY THERE IS ANOTHE 
RORINGONS FIGHT TO KEEP THEIR BALANCE ...| |MORE POWERFUL EXPLOSION. 


The Robinsons are manning 
Earth's first space station 
which is now orbiting around 
the outer regions of the Solar \ : 
System. Tam is taking her . > ee : Pe 
dog Clancy for his exercise See ; wae o 
when a_ violent cosmic ; j 
explosion rocks the ship... 


—— a Pe 
Rm | LIGHT Roos THE STATION fa . = 
SOON _THE CONTROLS ARE BEI FoR 
CHECKED FOR BAMAGE.. proce! | TKD 
OW WERE MILES OFF \\ 7 IMPOSSIBLE, TM... Yai 
COLIRSE...WELL HAVE THERE ISN'T ENOUGH 
70 CORRECT (7 { 3 fs. g 


FAST, DAD. ; . é 
~~ s i ae 
: WE. C7 


I WONDER 


“ai 


PLUT HERON 


POSITION AND THEY 
PROMISED RESCUE 
ROCKETS. THEN THE 

RADIO WENT DEAD. 
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TUNE IN TO 
GUESS WHO? 


HE: again—t! 
Penelope! ! re 
much the idea of F 
means Federal Ag 
the rules of FAB C 


everything that’s 
useful information and, 


This week, 


terrific FA 


—two weeks’ holiday in 


face facts 


pyro know how to make sure you 
always look beautiful? Just con- 
centrate on having a beautiful skin—a 
complexion glowing with health, and 
free from nasty spots! 

Unfortunately, not all girls take care 
of their complexions. And what 
happens? They get spots from eating 
too many stodgy cakes (ruin their teeth, 
too!) They never get enough fresh air, 
to give them rosy cheeks and sparkling 
eyes. Instead, they huddle over the 
telly, and go all pale and pasty—most 
un-beautiful! On top of all that, they 
probably experiment with heavy, un- 
suitable make-up, and don't clean it off 
afterwards, so that the pores of their 
skin get clogged up. 

So here are some rules for making 
sure you will always have beautiful 
skin, 


CLEANING! Proper cleansing of the 
skin is essential, night and morning. 
Soap and water are best for you at this 
stage. Avoid heavily perfumed soaps. 
Choose a mild one, like Johnson's 
Baby Soap, or Pears Transparent. If 
you do put on make-up for some 
reason, clean it off thoroughly with a 
good cleansing cream. After washing, 
tub a little Nivea Cream very gently 
into your skin to keep it supple. 
BANISHING SPOTS! Everyone 
suffers from an odd spot now and 
then, but if you have far too many, try 
cleaning your face with Noxzema skin 
cream, night and morning. It cleans 
like soap, and is non-greasy. Dab odd 
spots with calamine—Crookes make a 
good one. But never pick or squeeze. 
You'll only spread the infection, and 
possibly leave yourself with ugly scars. 
EATING THE RIGHT FOOD! Cut 
down on stodgy cakes and sweets in 
between meals, Have an apple, orange 
or carrot instead. Drink plenty of milk, 
which contains essential vitamins. Eat 
lots of salads. Be sensible! 


on the two pag 
B Club competition wit 


Majorca! 


his is your numb 
ally am pleased th 
AB Club. (For the 
ents’ Bureau!) V 
Jub by bringing 
going on—from 
of course, 


es! 


FEELERS FE 


self-addressed envelope. 


er one FAB Agent, Lady 
at you all seem to like so 
fit of new readers, FAB 


my best to uphold all 
news about 


bene’ 


m doing 
you the latest 


es following this 


fashion a 


h the most f 


There was a pop singer from 


Ealing, 


Whose voice was extremely 


appealing, 


When singing up high, 
He took off in the sky, 
But crashed with a bang on the 


ceiling! 


FAB FOOD DEPT. 


Fab Founder 


Members 


Meet some more 
founder members of 
the Federal Agents’ 
Bureau. If you'd like 
your photograph to 
appear on this page, 
send it in right away, 
and I'll do my best to 


include it. 


of Vea 


FAB CLUB, c/o LADY PENELOPE, 167 FLEET STREET, LONDON E.C.4. 
(Gomp). Remember, if you'd like a reply, please enclose a stamped, 


ind beau 
big prize competiti 


one, 
fabulous prize ever 


Fénallope Cw. 


4 


Sandra Briggs, Crayford. 


ty to hints, 
ions! 


you'll find a 


EALING 


Large can Heinz spaghetti with tomato 
and cheese sauce; 


1 onion—cut in rings; 

4 oz. streaky bacon—cut in strips; 

2 oz. mushrooms—peeled and sliced; 
3 tomatoes—cut in wedges; 

lard for frying; 

2 slices white bread. 


BS sd 
Elizabeth-Anne Locke, 
Nottingham. 


Anti-Beatlemania masks, permanent smiles after a Hard Day’s 
Night . . . or just back from a mass visit to the dentist? The Beatles 
arrived at a Manchester theatre wearing smog masks after it had 
taken them 3} hours to travel 4 miles in thick fog. 


Kogance 


Lady Dr 


try this week's Fab Food Dep: Reale tins—especially when you 


SPAGHETTI ROMANA 


YOU JUST: 


Fry the onions and bacon in the lard until crisp. 
Add mushrooms, fry gently and move to one side 
of the pan. Fry the tomatoes until tender but not 
broken. Heat the spaghetti in a pan. Toast the 
bread slices on.both sides, remove crusts and cut 
each slice into four triangles. Gently fold the 
fried mixture through the heated spaghetti. and 
pile into a serving dish. Finally garnish with the 
triangles of toast. 


. . . Don’t sit too close to the fire—or you’ll 
get ugly blotch marks on your legs! 


++ + Remember to pj: 
give up your bus 
People—they have Wearier bones pty cent 


-.. Take Very great care when 
t. recipe! 


FAB Agent Marcelle 
Piddington. 


“But of course !'m half fair, 
conductor!" 
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WINAFREE | 
LUXURY HOLIDAY 
INSUN DRENCHED | 


Ml AI OIGCAS 


LUE skies; hot sandy beaches, shimmering séa—~ 
the holiday,.of your:dreams*tii sunny Majorca! 
That’s the-prize waiting for the lucky winner of our 
bi.competitiomethis.week-for LADY PENELOPE: 
Feajlere! > 

The Whiter, plus'a girl friend of her choice-and twe 
adults. (parents or guardians) will ‘spend fifteea-t$ 
fabulous days at the Hotel Santa Barbara ‘in-Giwad 
Jardin, 2}-miles from Palma! 

‘The. travel andaccommodation arrangenrénts, 
all-inclusive, doorstep:to doorstep, will’ be 
CONVOYS FLEETAIR. The party willleave hy BE Auge 
zharter aitcraft from’London Heathrow at midnight 
on May 28th;.and will-return on Saturday morning, ihe 
June <11th.. CONVOYS FLEETAIR: representatives. bs and Gas 3 
im Majorca will look after the ‘party, and, give all the us ride away, 202 
information you need’ on exéntsions wyailable;: and 
how you.can explore the island, 


rr 


ve 


a tia, a 
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ECAUSE of her active and varied life, 

Lady Penelope always has to be dressed 
exactly right for the occasion. She is pictured 
here wearing six different outfits lettered from 
A to F. We are also printing some extracts 
from her diary, in which she describes the 
different activities and assignments which 
made up a typical week for her recently. You 
have to decide which of the outfits in the 
pictures she wore for each engagement. 

The six engagements are listed briefly on 
the entry coupon below. When you have 
made your choices, fill in the coupon. For 
instance, if you decide that Lady Penelope 
would wear outfit D to go to the Bereznik 
Embassy. reception, write the letter D against 
“Embassy reception’—and so on 

Then print your full name, address and age 
and in not more than 15 words complete the 
sentence “TI would like a holiday in Majorca 
because...” 

Finally, read the rules below (right) then 
cut out your entry coupon and post it to 
LADY PENELOPE,MAJORCA HOLIDAY 
COMPETITION, 317 High Holborn, W.C.99, 
to arrive NOT LATER than Monday, (4th 
February, 1966. 


——————— 
TUE Spent whole day yacktvg 


Ghd J don't 
Very exheting ness 


—e ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee eee ee ee eee eva soaz £ yas 4092 3 FETs 
ae a kgs 3 5< BS< 5 27 es 
= OD a > s 
y «MAJORCA HOLIDAY compeTiion = 2 ® [] []| IE] 3 BskSe § goa seeeese IEzs 
8 = | 2 oue 5 = gas ® cee 
3 ces 5 23 wees, =& 
i ro ala dhlesy areal “ah > See-e=y 2 SSF ae¥ eee yrht 
. f £ x Ss eb © nee be, Boe 
ee ad = 2 2 aoe & = | BE BSs= = G28 850gage s2as 
2 e442 3 &€ & 2B: = uSigeze WY Ses pOC Ege Bree 
2 Ee 2 : E | Bags eegesuhe Pees gees 
= < s : : : = Soak B= O02 $55% 22ee 
1 e€ Out wa = ae = ye 32 Bes. Zooey =e0s 
$2 es = @ : 03 : Eoe= 2 g22c fa) 4 7Q=8 
2d a 8 > : = : esq Pape re20 “= 
1 s o 2 2 : x3 =-4 poe gees 2 slct 
3 g 2 2 Sg 1 $2258 ee Buses ECs 
| So a oe bee 85 BooeeS oe gZee sche 
ao a oo. : Za BO2se gcty pas i one 
a; £ 2 FP 6° 63s Eeogehsscessesoesue mts 85S 
l 32 REE RBG es EB Page Sac et ase m3 38838 
yoo AGE zis 25 2fe202 “8 eubc esses teeSeZeaie ee eas 
itech e282 3 22 _3 etoeascce SZeese eweas 
afuru SFmo “Fi i tif Seys5 ass Uo Ss. 200 a 
Cy = 2 Peay 
POST TO: LADY PENELOPE MAJORCA COMPETITION, 317 HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.99. BLOG Se hee Syl kss seb Fey 
EEO 2 opi< ob SECSRA Oo 
ee eee Og tite shees 3 Hass 
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WITH ONE TWITCH, SHE’S A WITCH! NO NEED TO SPELL IT OUT—THE MAGIC OF SAMANTHA IS HERE! 


ae aes 


IT 1S A VERY IMPORTANT DAY FOR SAMANTHA. 


, HURRY UP, SAM,..YOU MUSIN'T BE 
LATE FOR THE WITCHES' ANNUAL GENERAL 
MEETING! WHERE ARE YOU HOLDING 
‘T THIS YEAR?P 


CHINA! WE'RE 
ENROLLING TWO NEW 
MEMBERS FROM 
HONG KONG! 


<7 | 
~ DARRIN'S INQUISITIVE NEIGHBOUR, 


: = eis MRS, 
(BUT L WON'T FORGET SAMANTHA HAS GONE BY THE TIME | |KRAVITZ, SCURRIES BACK TO HER HUSBAND. 
U, DARRIN! I'LL POP \- DOO! sot TUFF ABOUT CHINA DIDN'T 
BACK NOW AND THEN OH, HELLO. 1'M FeO Mes SAN TEA HAS RUN OUT ON 
70 SEE HOW YOU'RE DON'T WORRY ABOUT ME! AFRAID SAMANTHA'S. HIM! THE LEAST 1 CAN DO /S HELP THE 
MAKING OUT. LL BE TIED UP WITH THESE IN CHINA... | MEAN, SHE- POOR MAN WITH HIS HOUSEWORK! 
ae CHEDULES | BROUGHT HOME) \ER~ISN'T HERE TODAYS 
FROMTHE OFFICE! HAVE A THIS IG A 
OOP TIME, HONEY. : BIG COUNTRY! 


E AIN'T A 
VILLAGE CALLED 
CHINA? 


/ 
CHINA? SHE 
COULDN'T BE! HE'S 
\} TRYING TO COVER UP\-=—= 
+ \C FOR SOMETHING..1 


BUT GLADYS IS CONVINCED THAT 
DARRIN HAS BEEN DESERTED, 


4 THOUGHT SO! 
1 FORGOT TO DO THE 
BREAKFAST THINGS! 


Ar > 
Ith ASK HIM IF 


HE'D LIKE A CUP OF 

COFFEE...THEN V'4L 

COME BACK AND 
DISHES! 


AND WHEN MRé, | 
KRAVITZ RETURNS. | WHILE THE WATER'S BOILING J'LL 
WELL, 1F YOU INGIET, WASH UP THOSE DIRTY...EEEEK! 
MRS. KRAVITZ...A NICE 
CUP OF COFFEE WOULD 
BE JUST THE JOB! 
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DETERMINED TO HELP OUT. SAMANTI . POPS BACK AGAIN. 


(17'S ALMOST LUNCHTIME, 
DARRIN! VOU CARRY ON” 
WITH VOUR WORK WHILE 
1 FIX A NICE STEAK PIEL 


DESPITE HER SHOCK, GLADYS IS STILL AS GLADYS DISAPPEARS. | 


POOR DARLING! 
HE'S TRYING TO 
COOK HIMSELF 
APIE! 


20 = 


1ZL WRINKLE UPA LITTLE 
MAGIC, AND SAVE HIM THE 
TROUBLE! 4 AND ONCE AGAIN, GLADYS DISC! 
THAT HER HELP IS NOT NEEDED. 


1VE HEARD OF INSTANT 
PIE -MIX, BUT THIS. 1S. 
RIDICULOUS! GLADYS, / 1M BACK, DARRIN... 
THINK VOU SHOULD TAKE THE MEETING 'S OVER! 
SOME OF VOUR MEDICINEL 


1 DION'T HAVE TIME TO NOTICE! 
VE! DA FEW 


YW SHE SLIPPED 
BACK ?,.. FROM 
CHI/-CH1-CHINA?. 
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PoE FULL STORY .. 


». HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN! 


Allthe major undersea races 
have signed a peace treaty. 
Titan has also penned his 
name to the document, but 
he plans evil. 

( SPE ay 


Pty | 

a 7 FIRE ALL 

RON MARINE 
MISSILES! 


ABLE TO BREATHE 
BENEATH THE WAVES, 
MARINA SWIMS 
DESPERATELY AGAINST 
THE TIDAL WAVE... 


(I'M COMING, 
‘FATHER... I’M 
iS COMING! 


USING ALL_ HEE STRENGTH, MARINA 


LIFTS THE SENSELESS APHONY. AR ArEY caver, 1 SAFETY OF I 
Ee = he a = 55 =-* & 


BARINTH..WILL NG 
HE RECOVER? T 
JUST COULDNT. 
GO ON IF FATHER 

WERE TO DIE! fj 


é aente r, Bay NTH: 
Pot 5. tf Zi iS 
Wit BE More KN. : HIS. TERROR FISH 
SEC SIS 1 4 Z HE STILL CAUSED THE 
4 : BEEATHES, MARINA... BESTE TON OF 
S ERE | YET, 2 
FOR TWO HOURS APHONY RESTS... HOPE : 
THEN, CAUTIOUSLY THEY RETURN 
TO THE RUIN OF PACIFICA... 
FULL_WARNING, 
MY CHILE... YOU 
KNEW He WAS 


BARINTH... LOOK... 

Mr FATHER IS RECOVERING! 

FATHER... DEAR FATHER... 

. YOU'RE SAFE! = 4. Oe 
20 
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AB POM, RATHER... WHAT. 
3 tS TO BECOME OF Us? ¥ 


